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CONVERSATION. 


OW very few, tho' all have Legs, can wall / 
Yet fewer ſtill, tho' all have Tongues, can talk— 
Nature Capacity alone beſtows, 
Perfection from our own Endeavour grows. 
Nothing ſo poor but Education mends, | 
Nothing ſo rich but on its aid depends. 
The barren heath, by Culture's hand ſubdu'd, 
Might laugh with corn, tho' now with brambles rude; 
N eglected, Tempe's Vale would ceaſe to bloom, 
Nor furniſh labour for the fail and loom ; 
The Wilds of Afric, temper'd by the plough, 
In time might. be what England's plains are now. 
B A Hot- 
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A Hottentot might wear a claſſic air, 

If you but plant another Oxford there ; 

Yahoos themſelves might learn to be polite, 

And ſhine the wonder of Cornelys night, 

If to French Barbers you their Heads conſign, 

And ſend for Hart their Feet to diſcipline ; 
Hibernia's Sons might without Brogue harangue, 
And Sawney, with his Country, leave his Twang ; 
Plain honeſt Taff with modiſh phraſe concur, 

And periods ſpeak without a fingle bur ; 

Monſieur might find where Speech by WVature's hung, 
Nor, ſhrugging, make his Scapula his Tongue; 

If (for we need not call back Spirits fled, 

Nor ſeek to raiſe Quintilian from the dead) 

If, in our modern Rhetorician's School, 

Their infant Lips were taught to ſpeak by rule; 
Steep'd in the goſſip air of Pew?'rers Hall, 

Their Tongues had moy'd as Pew?'rers' hammers fall. 


Deem 
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Deem not we praiſe in ſport, and inly ſcorn 
Arts which the Zongue, but not the Mind adorn. 
Tho' Speech be not the choiceſt Fruit we ſee, 


In mellow cluſters hang on Learning's Tree, 


Tis worth the gathering ftill—on Reaſon's plan, 


If not get a/l, at leaſt get all we can.— 
Our 7ongues, altho' but Midwives to the Brain, 
Like other Midwives, kind reception gain ; 
Our Words, altho' they re but Idea's Dreſs, 
May oſt, like other Cloaths, procure ſucceſs. 
Tho' this be For-m—yet bend to Form we mult, 
Fools with it pleaſe, without it Wits diſguſt. 

| Soft tuneful Nonſenſe, ſpoke with fudied Eaſe. 
May, in a modern Converſation, pleaſe ; 
Tho' Butler's Wit, or Prior's graceful Senſe, 
Stutter*d or ſtammer d, needs muſt give offence ; 

So handſome Blockheads pleaſe a Lady's eye, 
And well-ſhap'd legs the place of Wit ſupply ; 
And hence from Pope each Belle, diſguſted, fled, 
His Shoulder marr'd the merit of his Head, 


Enough 
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Enough of Farm the Muſe's leading view 
Is, with the Shade, to catch the Subſtance too. 
And oh! (could Fiſhes ſerve in Study's place, 
Fiſhes ſhould do the cauſe of Letters Grace) 
Oh! for that Torch, which animated Clod ! 
Or (ſuch as Moſes us'd of old) a Rod, 


That, from the Rock of Science, could inn! 
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Freſh ſtreams to guſh, and fertilize the land! 

Theſe living Waters playing round its root, 

The Tree of Knowledge, bent with Claſſic Fruit, 

To all that paſs might of its plenty give, 

And all, the Cur/e revers d, might eat and live. 
Matter and Form might then true Friends commence, 
And Sound be made the vehicle of Senſe; 

Words, on their airy Wings, would then convey 


Ideas, ripen'd by Reflection's Ray; 


And ev'ry period, poliſh'd high, would bear 
Senſe to the mind, and Muſic to the car; 
The Pariour-Conference might then engage, 
Nor leave all Wit and Humour 20 the Stage. 


Polite- 
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Politeneſs then (nor wilt that here I mean 


That idle glare of manners, which is ſeen 


"Mong travell d Fops, who, from a three years' roam, 1 
Bring nothing but the Grin. of Monkies home) if 
Politenefs then would teach the lib'ral plan, 
To ſoften Manners, yet not loſe the Man ; : 


Would point the Channel, where Diſcourſe ſhould flow, 


Nor arrogantly high, nor meanly low ; 
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But, Def'rence to the Thoughts of others ſhewn, 
With eaſy Freedom to declare our own; 

Would teach gay Wit to wheel her ſportive flights, 

Nor let the Wanton Hebe where the lights z 

But blend Humanity with all ſhe ſpoke, 

And ſpare a Friend, altho' the le her Jolle; 

Would make Sezſe graceful by familiar Eaſe, 

And ſhew w#zcon/cious Humour how to pleaſe. 

Then might we ſee Aubenian days diſplay'd, 


In all their Claſſic Elegance array'd ; 
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The Tongue of Science might again be hear 
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At ſocial Boards, nor deem'd the Ze abſurd ; 
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Philoſophy, that antiquated Maid, 

Might fit at Table, tho' without Brocade ; 
Reaſon, altho' in Greek, were no Offence, 

Nor were it Pedantry to love good Senſe. 

The Park the Walk of Science might be made, 
And the Mall boaſt an Academic Shade; | 
Parnaſſus then would loſe its high Renown, 
And Phebus lead the Muſes all to Town. 
Knights then would rove their graceful Steps to trace, 
As now to ſhew their Sar, and Suit of Lace; 
And Mobles to the Man of Letters bow, 

As courteous, as to Pimps and Sharpers now. 
Exteriors ſhould give up uſurp'd Controul, 
And Body give Precedence to the Soul. 

A Socrates had then, in thread-bare Cloaths, 


Been notic'd more than Troops of tinſel Beaux; 


Language had M A N's diſtinguiſh'd Praiſe become, 


Nor Critics wiſh'd the Species had been dumb; 
Rich as Paclolus, then, had Converſe roll'd, 
The Stream all Chryſtal, and the Sand all Gold. 


Such 
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Such had we been, if ſchool'd on Regſos Flan— 


And Angels had not ſcorn'd Diſcourſe with Manu. 


View the World's Converſe as it is—you'll ſwear 
Man is a worſe Companion than a Bear.— 
Bulls roar more Senſe, and Wolves more Knowledge how], 
Savage Hyenas more politely growl ; | 
More Reaſon may be found mong prattling Daus, 
And ſofter Language ſcreaming from Macaws ; 
More Wit among Campeachy's grinning Race, 


More Humour in an Ape's half-human Face. 


The Ladies (Bleſſings on em) lool me blind, 
They have no Faults, or I no Faults can find; 
Too weak my Sight their Brightneſs to behold, 
Who ſee no Flaws in Nomen till they're old. 
But here are Eyes of ſtronger ken, that dare, 
With microſcopic ſearch, explore the Fair; 
That can, with ſtedfaſt look, on Beauty gaze, 


And find out Spots in its meridian Blaze. 


« Women 


an s ATI oO x. 


%% omen (lay they) (and bliſter d be the Tongue, 
From whence the vile Inſinuation ſprung !) 

« Are Ideots in a beauteous Form array'd, 

« M bose Lips to kiſs, and not to ſpeak were made ; 
A Jay, à Starling, or a Parroquet, 

«© Can ſcream a more engaging Tete a Tete ; 

« A few ale Words are all a Lady knows, 

« Thich ſerve to prate to Lap-dogs and to Beaux.“ 


Let envious Wits at Beauty Cenſures fling, 
And, cauſe they cannot Peal its Honey, ſcing; 
With undiſcerning rage diſcharge their Gall, 5 
And, for a giddy few, beſpatter all,— ; 


Candour muſt combat gainſt a charge fo rude, 


7 
28 


And Truth proclaims it doth not all include.— 


Some bright exceptions to the charge I know, 
Whoſe Words with more than honied Sweetneſs flow ; 
Whoſe Voice within it bears a Siren Charm; 


Vhoſe Thoughts might Critics of their Spicen diſarm; 
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Who breathe the ſugar'd Breath of Eloguence, 
And ſpeak in ſweeteſt Strains the pureſt Senſe ; 
Whoſe Wit might from Apollb ſteal a Sigh, 

And from the Muſes draw an envious Eye.— 

But tho' the Sex had ne'er known Pallas Care, 
And ev'ry Girl was fooliſh as ſhe's fair, 

No fleering Jeſts ſhould ever ſlip my Tongue, 
But they ſhall all be Hits, while fair and young; 
No flippant Joke one 4/oo-ming Nymph ſhall vex, 
They all are ſafte—for Chloe's of the Sex. 


Yet while of Speech we deſcant, while the Tongue, 
And all its Tilts and Tournaments are ſung, 
To leave out Woman were as foul a Blot, 
As Hector in the Tale of Troy forgot; 
A fault as groſs, as if ſome Critic Lowt 
Should write of Poets, and leave Shakeſpeare out ; 


Should Legge omit, when Patriots are the Theme, 


Or ſpeak of Acting without Garrick's Name; 
| D f Should 
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Should Yirtue's Throne, and that of Beauty trace, | 
Nor think of Chloe's Heart, and Chloe's Face. 


Draw we the Z/or/d then as it ſtrikes the View, 
And be our Picture general, but true; 
Its Fords, and not its Actions would we ſcan, 


The ſpealing now, anon the moral Man. 


Note well the Speech of Men—from what they ſay, 
You'd think ſome Mortar-maker mix'd their Clay, 
And ſwear he was a Novice at his Trade, 

Their Tongues are fo abominably made. 

Here Critics frown, and, with a Sneer profound, 
Call for the Proofs on which the Change I * 
Defy the Muſe fair Inſtances to ſhew, 

From real Lite to prove the World is ſo. 

« Theſe are but random Cenſures (they contend), 
By hungry Poet in a Garret penn d; . 
Who, all indignant that the World ſhould dine, 
While he is cooking up ſome tuneful Line, 


And 
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And ſend no Footman with a civil Card 

Of Invitation, 7 ſo ſweet a Bard, 

For ſuch Contempt poetic Vengeance tales, 
Aud, where he finds no real Faults, he males; 
Then random Cenſures are at Random hurl'd, 


And thus in Effigy he hangs the World.“ 


Truce with your World in Effigy—and know 
I found it faulty, and not made it fo! 


Come then, atteſting Muſe, be Truth thy Care— 
Inveſt thee with thy Robe of thinneſt Air, 
Wove by capricious Fancy's Hand, and chuſe 
The lighteſt Steed that ever bore a Muſe, 
To bear thee, rapid, on his fiery Hoofs, 
While the wide World you traverſe o'er for Proofs— 
Proofs what baſe Lumber in the Brain is laid, 
And of what homely Stuff Dz/cour/ſe is made. 
Let Memory lead on th' ideal Chace, 
And be Thou Miſtreſs of unbounded Space, 


The 
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12 CCUNNERSATTLTON, 


The private Parlour and the crowded Hall, 


Cloſet or Cabinet lie open all 
To thy exploring Eye—nor Bars nor Doors 


Shall ſtop thy Entrance, who, thro' ſmalleſt Pores 


Of Braſs, or denſer Gold, can'ſt find a way, 
And paſs as free as Winds on Mountains play. 


But be not You, ye conſcious Fair, afraid, 
That what in Secret paſs'd, ſhall be diſplay'd, 
And on the Houſe- top trumpeted aloud, 

To pleaſe the Ear of a malicious Crowd ; 
Think not the Mie profanely will reveal 


What Lovers whiſper when Vight's Shades conceal ; 


Think not that She will publiſh in the Streets 
The tender Wiſhes mutter'd to your Sheers ; 


Or the leſs guarded Thoughts you prattle o'er, 
When met to do—what Cziia did before. 


Impreſs'd with Silence ſacred Seal, let theſe 


Paſs among WVature's looſe Extempores ; 


Secret 
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Secret as Maſons Rites be theſe—the Muſe 

Scorning to poach, a lawful Game purſues, 

Open to ev'ry Ear, to ev'ry Eye, 

Where ev'ry Fool may ſport as well as J. 

It lies in Court, in Coffee-houſe, in Club, 

Sometimes my Lord's the Game, and ſometimes Scrub; 
And oft, ſo various is this ſhifting Hare, 
It loves to lie mong China's glittering Ware, 

Where, while M/s prattles, that her Tea may cool, 
The Mu/e fats liſt ning to the pretty Fool. 

Sometimes at Arthur's, near my Lord ſhe fats, 

While he is handling Dice and Cards by fits, 

And hears him while with Luft of Gain he burns, 

: Now curſe, now pray, to Ged and Devil by turns: 
Sometimes upon the Tankard's Edge ſhe fits, 

Noting the Humour of the Porter-W its ; 

Candid to all- for ſhe is heav'nly free, 

And keeps her Judgment's Independeney. 
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"Tis done—the Muſe, her Taſk perform'd, has brought 
The World's Diſcourſe upon the Wings of Thought — 


Firſt tow'rd the City lay the Muſe's Flight, 


And reach'd to Cornhill with the Fall of Night. 
Curious to know how City-Wigbts converſe, 


If courſe the Style, or claſſical and terſe; 


If good the Matter, elegant the Dreſs, 


And if their Speech is ſeaſon'd like their Meſs ; 
Silent as Ghoſts enwrapp'd in Winding-ſheet, 
She glided in where Cits each Evening meet. 
Amaz d, altho' ſhe ſaw ſome Sign of Lungs, 
She found much room to doubt if they had Tongues.— : 
Molaſſes humm'd and haw'd his /o's and ½, 
Mundungus anſwer d with protracted V his; 
Bumbo his Neighbour's Elbow bobs, and hems, 
Rumbo reſponds, with ſcraping up ſome Phlegms ; 
Straſburgius ſmiles, and tales a Pinch of Snuff, | 
Glyfterus anſwers with a ſerious Puff. 
Ocellus 
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Ocellus winks a Patriot Piece of Mit, 

And drinks to Magna Charta and to Pitt; | 
When lo! unpledg d he ſees his fav'rite Toaſt; 
Acetus archly cries, D'ye mean his Ghoſt ? 
C------ will ne'er make P---, nor twenty ſuch, 
For all that's left's—a Coronet and Crurch.” 


Loud Laughs approve the Joke—and now begin 


Their boiſt'rous Joys, with more than Babel's Din— 


Politics, Snuff, Tobacco, Pipes, and Smoak, 

The /enſeleſs Argument, and heavy Poke, 

Falſe Concord, Phraſe that wounds a Claſſic Ear, 
Tt do not argufy, that there, this here, 

Jumble ſo ſtrangely, that, at all that's faid, 
Poor Priſcian well may tremble for his Head. 


The Muſe, affrighted, wav d her airy Wings, 
And, from a Groupe of ſuch mechanic Things, 


She flew in Search of Men of Parts and Wit, 
And next alights in Drury's crowded Pis. 


* 


Nor 
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Nor leſs was her Diſguſt, when here ſhe found 
The Change was not for Senſe, but barren Sound. 
Here Critics Characters of Plays declare, 
Talk learned Womſerſæ with a ſolemn Air; 

Of Fable, Language, Sentiments, and Pht, 
Character, Unity, Incidents—What not? 5 

Much deep Diſcourſe they hold ; but you'll deſcry, 
From the inffpid Samene/s of the Eye, 
That, meaning, leſs, they cenſure or extol, 
Than the pert Bird that cries out, Pretty Poll 1” | 
Much too of Playrs they prate, cry, Great, Immenſe, 
But this is P/ay-houſe Pedantry, not Senſe.— 
When Lear's Fall makes feeling Garrick weep, 
You'll find theſe mighty Critics faſt aſleep. 


Dull as we find the Critics of the Pit, 
Replete with ev ry thing but Senſe and Wit, 
Yet ſtill the Box more flagrant Fools affords, 
More rude to Mature, in young travell'd Lords, 
| | And 
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And by the Voice of Reaſon tis confeſt, 

They are but nodiſo Muiſances at beſt ; 

Emetics to good Manners, and good Senſe, 

Pictures of Fortune, Shades of Conſequence, 
Embroider'd V othings, Pegs from Monmouth-Street, 
The grinning Spawn of Democritic Gleet ; 

Theſe, while the Muſe of Shakeſpeare, Paſſion's Queen, 
In buſkin'd Grandeur on the Stage is ſeen, 

Sweeping with Grace and Dignity along, 

In all the Majeſty of Tragic Song. 

Whether ſhe Lear's matchleſs Sorrows ſing, 
Madd'ning with 4aſe Ingratitude's ſharp Sting; 

Or the grim Horrors of Macbeth, poſſeſs'd 

With all th' avenging Spirits that moleſt 

The Murd'rer's Boſom, and, with Knives more keen 
Than thoſe he ſteep'd in Duncan's Blood, unſeen 
Deep ſtab his Reſt, place Scorpions in his Bed, 
While Conſcience” Vipers hiſs around his Head ; 

Or if the Touch of Pity ſhe would move, 

By the ſad Story of 700 jealous Love, 


F Whether 
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And call the tender ſympathetic Tear, 

To ſtrew the hapleſs De/Jemona's Bier ; 

Whether with theſe, or kindred Scenes of Woe, 

The Muſe of Shakeſpeare bids Compaſſion flow, 

Which none, but Coxcombs, without Tears e'er ſaw, 
Which, from the iron Cheeks of Death might draw 
Soft Drops of Pity ; and, altho' her Choice, 

To have them truly ſpoke, takes Garrick's Voice, 
Such Marble are theſe Fops, that, all the while, 
They fimper, titter, chatter, prattle, ſmile- 
Talk louder than the Play'rs, bow, nod, and grin, 
Jo ſhew thoſe Teeth which Lodomee put in; 

In a loud Whiſper cry, My Lord, D--n'd Stuff — 
Then pick their Teeth, or take a Pinch of Snuff 
Let's quit this horrid Place, my Dear, and out, 

« To join the World at Lady Trump'em's Rout, 

« Or any where but this dull pedant Waſte, 

- Without Divertimenti, Got, or Taſte; 

« Nothing but Shakeſpeare, Garrick, and ſuch Geer, 


«© We Fretty Fellows make no Figure here; 
| « Ag 
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« As well to ſtrut on Lapland's deſart Snows, 
« As well be dreſs'd to viſit Kites and Crows 


« As Drury's barb'rous Throng—where oft I came 

« A Laceman's Show-board, all a golden Flame, 

« Yet ſcarce an Eye my Figure could engage, 

© All were Attention-fix'd upon the Stage, 

«© And lighting Beaux in Tees, in Queues and Bags, 
Preferr'd old Lear's Caxen and his Rags.” 


£ 


* 


ve Play-frequenting Dames ! permit a Bard 

To teach you how your gentle Hearts to guard ; 

To ſhew you how theſe Foplings to deſcry, 

Who are not worthy one ſuperfluous Sigh.— 

Whene'er the Scene afflicted Virtue paints, 

Orphans oppreſs d, or perſecuted Saints: 

Patriots who freely for their Country bleed, 

Lovers to Death or Baniſhment decreed ; 
E When ſuch a Scene's on Foot, if't chance your Eye 
UW _ Some vacant Phantom in a Box ſhould ſpy, 
Prattling 
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Prattling in Tooth-pick, Tittle-tattle way, 

Ogling, or bowing, heedleſs of the Play— 

Shewing his trump'ry Trinkets, brought from far, 

His Ring, or Ruffles, Buckles, Seal, or Star ; 
Note him, ye gentle Fair ones, in your Book, 

Scorn his proteſting Speech, and cringing Look, 
Shun, ſhun the Wretch, and caſe your Heart in Steel, 
Loſe not a Thought on thoſe who cannot feel ; 

Caſt not on ſuch a caſual rambling Glance» 


Better to wed ſome Hero of Romance. 

He to the God of Love can neer be true, 
Who laugbing can his bleeding Vot'ries view, 
And they who can on Romeo's F ortune's ſmile, 
Have Hearts each real! Juliet to beguile.— 


Sick of the Box, diſguſted with the Piz, 
The errant Muſe adventuring for Wit, 
Led by the Voice of Fame, next hies to Men 
Of lib'ral Converſe deem'd, and, Night now ten, 


Arrives 
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Arrives where Sratgſinen out of Place reſort ; 


Let it ſuffice, it is not far from Court. 
Here Bankrupt Machiavels at Night retire, 
And ſtudy Politics, to fave their Fire. 
Here grey-beard Politicians, out of play, 
Profoundly whiſper what the Papers lay z 
Their turn for Secrecy by this they hint, 
Altho' mere Advertizers out of Print. 

A Groupe of comic Features, and groteſque, 
That aſks no Hogarth's Pencil to burleſque ; 
For Mature ſtamp'd them in a laughing Vein, 
And ſav'd the Mimic, . Ridicule, to feign. 
Wigs rum to Seed on Men who're long rum or, 
And into Cha/k-fones petrified by Goat, 
Dependent hang, like Signs before an Inn, 
And ſeem to ſay, © Rare Politics within. 

In the lean ſkinny Regions of each Face, 


Taxes and Scarcity of Corn You trace; 


Z And pine, not for their own, but Nation's Debts, 


{ They ſeem to feed on nothing but—Gazezze;— 
| 3 
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On high-bridg'd V poliſh'd Glaſſes ride 

(For Glaſſes are the Politician's Pride) 

Neſes fo ill fix'd on. ſo long, ſo thin, 

Would fall, unleſs ſupported by the Chin 5 

The friendly Ch:z curls up half-way, to meet, 
And keep the Sign of Manhood from the Street. 
They once had Bodies, in Lifz's earlier Day, 
But Death, as earneſt, took their Trunks away, 


And now the Skeleton remains, with Thighs 

Scarce able to ſupport two Summer-Flies ; 

On two ſhrunk Shanks, too weak for Spider's M. TRY 
Totier and reel, theſe Atlaſes of State. 

Solemn they purſe the Brow, contract the Eyes, 
(Wiſdom, true I iſdom ne'er loo d half fo wiſe) 
Then bark a Minute-Cough, and ffrilly hem; 

And having prefac'd with an ancient Phlegm, 

The Face they lengthen, gravely ſtroke the Chin, 
Then thads theſe Spere-Machiavels begin.— 

6 This Scarcitys not Mature s—( Oh l my Corn! 

« We ſhall have Rain before To-morrow Morn)— 


Lngland 
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« England could well herſelf maintain from Weed; 
“ But ſhe has h17gry Scotland too to feed, 
Great Plenty in the Vation—(Oh ! my Back ! 

« *Tis now become a very Almanack l 

« And tells, too plainly tells, in ſhooting Pain, 
The Harveſt will be damag'd much by Rain)— 


3 


«© The Xing an Airing took—the Lords adjourn'd— 


« T find the Cheſter Waggon's overturn'd— 


Hot Work among the Commons—there twas ſaid, 


&« This Mation's ruisd by One gouty Head— 
0 win ſeen at Court To-day with B--- ; 
% *Tis ſaid, he has beſpoke a Highland Suit. — 
Then, fearful turning up the Eye, they pray 
All may be well! and ore the reſt away. 


So broken, and disjointed often worſe, 
Theſe Self-ſurvivins Skeletons' Diſcourſe — 

| Leave we them at their Nap then by and by 
They'll wake to read the Evening-Poft, and die. 
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Herculean Labour were it to deſcribe 


The various Pratile of the Coffee-Tribe ; 
This were to write the Chaos-heap of News, 


Which in the public Fournals we peruſe; 


Where, as if Chance had held the Writer's Hand, 


Contending Oppoſites together ſtand, 

So croſſly purpos'd, and ſo much perplext, 
Papyrius Reading beſt reſtores the Text. 
Things of no Kin are jumbled in a Breath, 


A Kitt nins coupled with a Monarch's Death ; - 


Monkeys and Minifters together cling, | + 

And Buckhor/e ſtands by Prufa's Warrior King; 
Here Biſhops make the Orphans Cauſe their Care, 
Next Mrs. Philips recommends her Ware; 

There a Maid's raviſh'd by a neighb'ring 'Squire, 
Next Love for Love is acted, by Defre ; 

Here the A/plum guards from vicious Men, 
Ill-coupled Neighbour ftands the Magdalen, 

(For had Propriety been kept, I ween, 

The Purgatory Lock had ſtood between); 


This 
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This Patriot Page condemns the venal Bribe, 
And Probus d--ns th eleftionetring Tribe; 
A Corniſh Member, with a Purſe amiaut, 
Shall court your Vote and Int reſt, in the next ; 
Then ADvERTISEMENT comes, and with her brings 
A random Concourſe of di/cordant Things. : 
Noftrums with Poiſons, 2 uacks with Murd rem meet, 
And Chancellors with Pris ness in the Flt, © © | 
Authors ill-neighbour'd here inceſſant Jarr, 
And all the Alphadet is up in War. 
Pray'rs next to Moveli ſtand,” by Ser mom Plays, ) 
And Swift by Burnet, 'Tillosfon by Bays 3 
HERE Shakeſpenre flaſhes with all Phu Fire; 
Turk Moſon tinkles on his oben Lyre; 
HERE, Cheet by Fowl, as if no more at odds, 
O-f--d and G/---t-r ſhake their Critic Rods, 
And pull up Rachel's C haths—for ſmuggled Gods; 
HRE Goſpel Truths in Hherlel's Cenſer Haze, ' 
Trent g/immer in a Meelly Paraphraſe : 
HERE Shandy revels in ſalacioms M. it, 10 | 
TIERE Weſley iſſues out Danxarron's Writ; 

| H Here 
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Here Foote at Squintum ſpuints—1 HERE (dire to tell |) 
Sguintum ſends: Foote into the PIr of Hell; 
HERE Johiſon rolls old Shakeſpeare in the Mud, 

And by Subſcription ſheds his ſacred Blood; 

THERE Kenrick, to revenge he Poet's Fate, 

Pelts Johnſon with the Dirt of Billinſzate. 


Enough of jarring Elements Enough 

Of Anti-pro-iſk—WW, ater-landiſh Stuff. 
Let it ſuffice that (ſome Exceptions made) 
The Coffee-Orators are here diſplay'd. Pp 
From Paragraph to Paragraph they ſtray, | 
And change the Subject ev'ry Word they ſay ; 
Their medley Sentences as ill agree, 

As Fellows with Licentiates—Prudes with me. 


Of Coffee-Houſes fick, the roving Muſe 
Through ſplendid Drawing- Rooms her Game purſues— 
How gay the Scene ] how elegant the Cloaths l 
A Conſtellation bright of Belles and Beaux / 
How ſweet they og/e/ and how nice they walk / 


How fire But can the pretty Creatures tall? 
| Talk ! 
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Talk they can Iiſp, and draw!, and whine, and ſqueak ; 
'Tis too robrft for Beaux and Belles to ſpeak. 

Young /apling Lords can prattle of Brocades, 

And Trunks of Dukes can ſigh for Maſ/querades ; 

My Lady too can chat of dear Quadrille, 

And Miſs can flirt, can murmur, coo and bill; 

A Duck intriguing, and a building Daw, 

The neareſt Semblance of this Scene can draw; 

Let Ducks and Daws, then, eke the Picture out, 
While we a Cruiſe make to a Lapy's Rovr. 


Here Critics queſtion—** Wherefore leave the Shore ? _ 
Now move by Sails, on Hoofs and Wings before? 
Know then, the Muſe builds Fleets—without a Bill, 

And travels in what Yehicle ſhe will. 


What frange fantaſtic Things we now explore ! 
Better be wreck'd, than landed on this Shore! 
A Land of Gypfies, Fugglers, Fonaſes, 
Thy Monſters, Gulliver, were Gods to theſe ! 
Better with Lilliputian Dwarflings dwell, 


Or where to Mountains Brobdingnagians ſwell; 
The 
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The Shape of Man among Houyhnhnms loſe, 
Or quit the human Manners 'mong YTahves : 
Than be thoſe co2'7mg Things that flirt about, 
And live by ſharping at a modern Ront ; 

Who have all See and Honeſty diſgrac d, 

And pick a Pocket—to diſplay their Ta/te — — 


How maim'd the Langunge of this gambling Junto— 


Mere F Fragments all Manille, Spadille, and Punto, 
% Odd Trick, and two by Honours ! ſuch Cards ! well 
« A fine Fineſſe your laſt, my Lady Bell ! 


[4s 


« Col nel, your Lead—ſo! Lord ha' Mercy pon us 


«© Your La ſbip ſartinly has been with Jonas 

I wiſh (excuſe my Rudenefs ſo to tell ye) 

« Jonas and you in ſome great Fiſb's Belly.“ 

But it were Waſte of Ink, and Loſs of Time, 

To put the Nothing of their Prate in Rhime, 
When two poor Words may comprehend their Chat, 
'Tis only Matt and Fiſh—and Fiſh and Matt— 


Twere well the Rage of Cards, from Av'rice ſprun 
Had ſpread its Taint no further than the Tongue, 


2» 


But 
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But the Infection reach'd another Part, 
And ſent malignant Poiſon to the Heart. 


Far from each Gambler's Breaſt is Honour flown, 
And Love is baniſh'd from his hearted Throne | 
The Luft of Gold is all that they have left, 

Their Gallantry is but to varniſh Theft. 

Miſs, with the liquid Light'ning of her Eyes, 
Strikes blind the Gazer, while the fea/s the Prize 
With like Fineſſe each ſharping Son of Hoyle, 
Squints at the Ladies, but would chuſe the Spoil ; 
With wiſhing Eyes their /rowy Breaſts he views, 
But would the Necklace far before them chuſe; 
Talks of their ruby Lips, and brilliant Eyes, 

But courts her 67i//;ant Earings, in Diſguiſe ; 
Swears that their braided Locks are Cupid's Met, 
But all he longs for is her rich Aigrette; 

Will praiſe the F,9z—while he'd the Buckles take, 
And /quee/e the Hand, but for the Di monds Sake. 


1 | Theſe 
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Theſe are thy Triumphs, Gambling! this the Fruit, 
The bitter Produce of thy poiſon'd Root | 
Innocent Paſtime once ! a fimple Fraud, 
Which Hone/ty itſelf might well applaud, 
To cheat old Time, and, at Repriſal's Call, 
Steal ſomething from the Thief, who ſteals from all. 


Ye Paper-Kings ! how fall'n !-from Play to Crime! 
Once ye beguil d, but now ye murder Time; 


Your playful Tricks are turn'd to ſerious Sin, 


And now ye rob, tho once content to vin. 

Your Queens too, dead to Honour, condeſcend 

To filch a Purſe, and be the SHarper's Friend. 

Your Knaves (when Kings do ſo, are Knaves to blame ?) 
Play knaviſh Tricks, and ratify their Name. 

And all the buffing Subjects of your Reign 

As treach'rous grown, as Feſuits in Spain; 

From the rich Di mond to the humble Spade, 

All, all combine to help the ſharping Trade. 


Quit 
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Quit then ſuch rrump ry Kings, ye gambling Crew, 
And ſcorn thoſe Honours which are not your Due 
Spurn all Succeſs that's coupled with Deceit, 
And, tho' it be the Faſhion, ſcorn to cheat; 

Draw not the Stream of Gain thro' Falſhood's Pump, 
But in Life's Game make Honefly the Trump. 


Now is her Subject grown the Muſe's Curſe, 
And ſhe muſt Shift the Scene from bad to worſe— 
What Midnight Hags are theſe ? Bluemantles all 
Archives of Spleen ! a Fafory of Gall ! 

A Cub of Witches ! whoſe malicious Bliſs, 

Thoſe Joys they /hare not, from the World to hiſs ; 
With venom'd Tongue each venial Slip tarraign, 
And glut their Spleen on Reputation flain.— 

Wrinkled each Hag and ſhrivell' d; meagre, grim, 

Their Eyes with Envy, more than Age, grown dim; 
The Tooth of Rancovr on their Fleſh has din'd, 
And only left the Ske/eron behind; 
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One only fleſhy Part remains, as young 
And full of Motion, as when Girls—their Tongue. 
Like Ravens they on mangled Carrion feed, 
And then live beſt, when Reputations bleed ; 
O'er ev ry Theme of Calumny they run, 
And make malicious Sport with Maids undone. 


Has © the ſoft Nature of ſome eaſy Maid” 

By ſome gay falſe Lothario been betray'd ? 

Has ſhe, while Honour ſlept, to Danger blind, 
Her Virgin Treaſure to her Love refign'd ? 
Tho' all her Sex's Virtue made her more, 
Than ever Virtue made a Nymph before, 

In vain ſhall all her Merit for her plead, 

In vain this Slip of Nature ſtrive to ſhade ; 
Theſe Maiden Furies ſhall, by Envy ſtung, 
Rouſe ev ry Viper twiſted round their T ongue ; 


In ten-fold Venom ev'ry Viper ſtee>, 


To wound the wounded Beauty ſtill more deep. 


«© Did 
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Did you not note ('twill make us precious Sport) 
Belinda s Apron looks a little ſhort ? 

You could not but obſerve the other Day, 

What Qualms oppreſs' d her at her Morning Tea; 
My Maiden- head to a Button I could name 


Why Fort the Apron, whence her Qualms too came. 


So—ſo—my dainty Miſs ! the Secret's out 

No Wonder 'bout the Captain ſuch a Rout— 

Nothing but Caprain—Caprain—all the Day 

Captain at Church—the Captain too at Play— 

This was your daily Airing in the Park l 

Theſe were your Jaunts to Richmond with your Spark ! 
A precious Spark indeed !—tho' [entre nous} 

I could forgive him this, and thank him too 

For, by the Heart of Zoilus, I ſwear, 


Her horria—pretty Eyes I ne er could bear 
No, nor the na//y—Roſes on her Cheek, 
While mine is more the Colour of the Leek— 
Much leſs her ſbocking—ruby Lips-whoſe Joke 
Was ſlale Virginity whene'er they ſpoke— 
©} „We'll 
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We'll Virgin ber, a ſaucy Puſs—ſweet Life 
Shall Madam lead, now neither Maid, nor Wife. 
The odious Delicacy of her Waiſt 

Will ſoon be loſt her Stays a Mile unlac'd— 


Mine Months ſhall make her cheap to all the Men.— 


Laugh, if ſhe can, at us fale Virgins then; 
A ſqueaking Brat ſhall ſully all her Fame, 
And give her up to Miſery and Shame. 


A Prifort's harſheſt Rigours ſhall ſhe prove, 


Bridewell may cool the Fever of her Love; 
Her dainty Shoulders then ſhall Madam ſtrip, 


Not for her Lover's Arms, but Beadle's N, hip.” 


Unnat'ral Hags ! with ruthleſs Fang to gore 


A helpleſs Wretch, too much diſtreſs'd before! 
Too plain from whence your Spleen to be denicd ; 
It is not Love of Virtue—but your Pride ; 

Pride and refected Love impel you all, 


On wretched Beauty thus to vent your Gall. [ 
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For had not ature, in a ſullen Mood, 

Caſt you in hideous Mold, and ſour d your Blood, 
Some am'rous Rake you nothing loth had led 
To Loves ſoft Couch, altho' your Honour bled.— 
Hence then, Detractors baſe ! and own it true, 
Your Face, not Virtue, kept you from the Stew. 


Shift we the Scene to quit theſe Beldames Din, 
Who boaſt heir Vartue, while they long to fin 
Who rail at all who've dard to taſte Delight, 
And curſe by Day the Thing they wiſh at Night ; 
Who ſlander Women, and the Men condemn, 


"Cauſe none was kind enough to ruin them. 


Leave we theſe Beldames now—and next be ſhewn, 


Where Folly fits triumphant on her Throne. 
Good Senſe avaunt | and Reaſon come not near | 
Fly Tafte ! behold the Cubs of Humour here! 
Choice Spirits, Genii—any thing but Senſe, 


Grimace their Wit, their Jeſt, Impertinence, 


Their 
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Their Stye, another Ark, each Brute admits, 
And they muſt firſt be Beaſfs, who would be Wits. 
Here may you find a Love-fick Cat outmew'd, 
An Ape outgrinn'd, an o Church-Spout outſp---, 
A Bird outwhiſtled, and outſnarl'd a Dog, 
' A Hog outgrunted, and outcroak'd a Frog, 
The mewling Infant, or the Tyger's Growl, 
The cooing Turtle, or the Iriſh Howl ; 
Cocks, Bulls, and Horſes, Owls, Geeſe, Mice, and Rat. 
7 hey tale off ev'ry thing, except their Hats. 
The Indian War-whoop, Canon, | Catch, or Glee, 
Wonſenſe in Crotchets, Senſe in Traveſtic— 
A Hiccup—Belch—braviſſimo—Encore, 


Huzza and all the Table on a roar. 


But let us not decree with too much Phlegm, 
Nor raſhly theſe amphibious irs condemn; 
Let them ſtill grunt and gabble, howl and ſqueak, 


They ne'er diſguſt ſo much, as when they /peak. ö 
TORY If 
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If on this Jaunt of Folly you would ride, 
ter and F--te will Choice of N ags provide, 
Stables they keep, your Servants at Command, 
In which at Liv'ry Hobby- Horſes ſtand. | 


There are (I would there were not) but there are, 
Who would not have Diſcourſe conſiſt of Air; 
Who ſcorn in arbitrary Types to deal, 

And would not have th' 1-preſſon, but the Seal! 
Would, 2 /2 Laputa, uſe Things, not Sigi, 
And bring out Boreles when they'd ſpeak of Wines; 
And when a Dinner is the Topic, wiſh 

They coud, inſtead of Words, produce each Diſh. 
How much a nobler Orator were he, 8 
Who, when deſcribing ſome high Luxury, 

Inſtead of barren Sound ſhould, from a Sack, 
Bring out good Ven'ſon, Claret and Arrack, 
Than he, who ſpeaking of ſome luſcious fare, 


Gives us, «inſtead of Turtle, empty Air J 4 
l L Each 
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The Souls of Gluttons in their Mouths are plac d, 

And all their Sex/es are reduc'd to Tofte. + 

They love a Cook far better than a Muſe, 

And fore the Attic, Kitchen Salt would chuſe; 
And, ſo deprav'd their Appetite, and vile, 

Would rather belch, than ſpeak in Charbam's Style. 
In ConversaTioN's Page another Blot 

The Purſer is, and in our Feaſts a Spot. 

To the plain Senſe his Mind he ne er will ſtint, 

But conſtrues Words, as if they look'd aſquint, 

And gives ſuch antic Turns to ev'ry Word, 

As make the Tenor of Di/cour/e abſurd. 

Should you a ſerious Comment give on War, 

Ancient or modern, Guns, or ſcythed Carr, 

If, among Mars's Implements, you chance 

A Word in Praiſe of Powder to advance, 

And, ere you bring the Subject to an End, 

Your Praiſe from Pow ler ſhould to Balls extend, 


He 
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He bows, begs Pardon he ſhould be ſo rude, 

Opinions downright oppoſite t obtrude, 

But freely muſt confeſs, if his. Decree 

Were made a military Law, that he 

Would break, caſhier, ay whip each Mother's Son, 

Who durſt uſe Powpzs while be bore a Gun; 

And they who to their Pow DER muſt have BAL Ls, 

Should be drumm'd out, to jig among the Gauls.— 

While in Amazement buried you attend, 

And wonder where this Paradox will end; 

To clear the Point a waggiſh Hint he'll drop, 

He meant the Pow ER of a BARBER'Ss SHor, 

And that nor Lead, nor Steel his BAL LS compoſe, 
But ſofter Matter much—call'd, BEIILES and BRHA ux 
Speak of a TRM ES H which makes mad the Waves, | 
Burſting their monſtrous Heads, to be the Graves 

Of the wreck'd Mariners, while Whirlwinds roar, 

And caſtled Cliffs with Ruins ſtrew the Shore; 

While the Earth ſhakes, and like a Drunkard reels, 

And at her Centre ſtrong Convulſions feels; — 


While 
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While theſe tumultuous Horrors fright ee 
Ambiguouſly gay, he cries— . *Twas roll 
Du d droll to ſee the Devils dance a Figg, l e 
And hear the growling of that Fiſo— Man- Pig; 
Were ev ry Tempeſt ſuch, it were an Alms © VAR 
To rid the World, of fuch dull Things, as Calms.” 
Strange and untoward as this Speech may ſeem; WOIPII 
Remove the Cloud, and Trurh's fair Ray will beam, 
And point out where this Proteus N lay' mee Shirt Vo 
You mean a real * He 2h Page 7. T9bncw 4 
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Yet Puns there are, to give to Prone Hide! due, 1 
Wit genuine Offspring, and good Humour s too; 


Which to our graver Thinking give Relief, 

As Syllibubs regale us after Beef. 

But let the Punſters Tongue be ever mute, 5 

Unleſs the Subject and the Seaſon ſuit; 

Nor Senſe nor Feeling can forgive the Pun, 

That would be witty on a Friend undone. 
aol 1015 When 
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When dire Misfortune is the Theme, a Jole 
Muſt give Offence, altho' by Couus ſpoke; 
And when we ſpeak of God's ſupreme Beheſts, 
A ſerious Sigh is worth a thouſand Jefts. _ 
But ſome, ſo much they love this wordy Game, 
Muſt vent a Pun, tho' punning they blaſpheme. 
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One Brute there is, more monſtrous than the reſt, 
Whom all, that Senſe or Breeding love, deteſt ; 
Whoſe Speech but ſerves to make him more a Brute— 
He muſt throw out groſs Bawdry, or be mute; 
From whoſe licentious Tongue there's none ſecure, 
Nor the chaſte Matron, nor the Virgin pure ; 

His ev'ry Word is ſure to give diſguſt, 
And prove his School a Bagnio, Tutor, Luſſ. 
Let not the My/e in this be thought a Prude, 
As if ſhe call'd each Dowble-meaning rude ; 
| No—Let each ſprightly Ranger, if he can, 
At once diſplay the Rake and well-bred Man ; 
| M Let 
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Let Wit equivocate as Fancies ſtrike,, 
And look at Venus too — but look. oblique: 


When Nymphs and Swains, in Youth's warm jocund Day, 


While Reaſon's playful; and the Fancy gay, 
In feſtive Choirs are met—Let then go round 
Shandean Teſts, and Love's ſalt Wit abound ; 
'Tis Nature's Will—and who ſhalt dare gainſay 


Her facred Laws, while Mature cries, ** obey ?'— 


If Tetonilla, more to catch the Eye, 
Short prunes the Stays, nor lets them riſe too high, 
Tell us, grave Sir- wherein the mighty Harm 
To hint of Drums, where Love beats his Alarm ;, 
Or if, regardleſs whether Prudes will ſneer, 

All Gauge and Fig-Leaf, Nivea ſhou'd appear; 
What if ſome Rake, with Wit and Paſſion big, 
Should praiſe the Fig-Leaf, and requeſt the Fig? 
What mighty Harm is in the roguiſh Teſt, 

It by the Hand of Decency tis dreſt ? 


— But 
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But when rank Fools their bawdry Nonſenſe blurt, 
And hurl lewd Words, as Scavengers fling Dirt, 
Steep'd be their Tongues in Mercury at Rock's, ' 
To cure at leaſt their Language of the P—. 


What Phantom's this by Affectation led? 
Convuls'd each Limb, and palſy'd ſeems his Head . 
0 full of Whim and Harlequino-Tricks, 
Kittens wou'd ſcorn in ſuch a Farce to mix. 
Survey him from. the Bottom to. the Top, fl 
He's a mere Compound of a Toyman's Shop ; 
Made up of Eflence-bottles, Seals, and Rings, 
Of Tooth- picks, Snuff-box, and ſuch gewgaw Things; 
His Grammar, THESE, — His Riietorician, DRARD, 
His Eloquence is to be /een, not heard. 
His Learning dangles in his golden Chain, 
Senſe, fine: as Amber, in his clouded Cane ; 
A glittering Box for Repartee he brings, 
And his Wit ſparkles in his Di' mond Rings ;- 

His 
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His Sword difplays his military Art, 

His Love, his ceding Love — a Garnet-heart ; 
Oft languid Sweets, his languid Paſſion tell, 
And Miſs is weo'd in aromatic Smell— —_— 
Such his Diſcourſe—No Matter for his Name— 
All very pretty Fellows are the ſame : 

Such dangling Puppets we each Day may ſee 
Diſplay their Etiguette of Gallantry, r 
Where foreign Faſhions ſtamp each Coxcomb right, 
And high-bred Folly paſtes for polite. 


One Fool there is, more deſp'rate than the reſt, 
In too much Peril to be made a Jeſt; 
Revers'd is Folly's Nature here ;—for while 
He plays the Fool, tis Cruelty to ſmile ; 
Reaſon beholds him with a weeping eye, 

And pays his ill-tim'd Fool'ry with a Sigh ;., 
And, while he throws about his Grin, and 125 
Reward his impious Paſtime with a Tear. 


Need 
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Is the Muſe bound by any Critic Law, 

This Fool Superlative more full to draw? 

Muſt ſhe in more explicit Verſe declare 

She means the Wretch, who, in the Houſe of Pray'r, 
I'th* holy Temple, laughs, jeits, ſpeaks aloud, 
To the Annoyance of the kneeling Crowd ; 

Who, when the Church her Adoration pays, 

And chants in ſolemn Strains th' Almighty's Praiſe, 
As if he proudly ſcorn'd on God to call, 

Hums out a Ballad pick'd up at Yauxhall ! 

And, while the Prieſt, low bends to Je/zs Name, 

Pays hrs Devotion to ſome flirting Dame ; 

And, grown more ſenſclefs than his parent Clod, 


Prefers his own, before the Cord of Gov. 


F romy Life” s freſh Morning, when, with fellow Boys, 
4 play d with Rattles, Marbles, Gew gaws, Toys, 
To the raſh Moment, when my riper Pays 
Urg'd me to firay Parnaſſus Hill jor Bays ; 
8 N And, 
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And, tho' ſcarce Maſter of an Oxford Hack, 
Boldly to vault on Pegaſus's Back, 

To offer Incenſe at Apollo's Shrine, 

And court poetie Glances from the Mine; 

Time's Glaſs was ſhaken with too free a Hand, ” 
And no Heed taken-of his ebbing Sand ; 91 
Days, Months, and Years no Eſtimation bore— 

The dubious Future muſt be valued more. 

Elſe ſhould the Muſe, a Prodigal of Thought, 

Beſtow her Verſe upon a Thing of N ought, | 

An hour conſume to ſhadow forth a Shade, 

To paint mere Echo by mere Nothing made; 

The ANT1IQUARIAN's Prate ſhould tell, which fprings- 
And draws its Life from mutilated Things : 

From Ozho's Chin, or Cleopatra's Brows, 

From the green Ruſt that cankers Cz/ar's Noſe ; - 

From Faces long, long moulder'd in the Grave, 

And thrown by Time into Oblivioms Cave; 

A thouſand Charms they find in Charnel Duſt, 


And what are Flow'rs compar d to Mould and Ruſt? 
Things 
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Things bear with them no Value till they rot, 
Not worth their Merry, till: by Time forgot; 
Hence, Dotards, hence ! and know, tho' Verſe be Air, 
The Muſe for You has-not a Verſe to ſpare. 


e vin rvoso s too | from me depart—- 

You have kill'd ature to make room for Art. 
To Thee, great Mature, I would fain be true, 
Save me then from the Vices of Virtua / 

Beauties are fancied where no Beauties are, 

And Stains aud Blots where all is heav nly fair. 

So by the jaundic'd Eye is Te/low ſcen; 

Altho' the Objects round are blue or green. 

Paſs by a Church of common Churchlike Form, 
The Connoiſſeur, with Admiration warm, 

Palladio's Strokes diſcerns in ev'ry Line, 

And cries—'Tis great] tis elegant ! tis fine!“ 
Approach a Barn, a Hovel, or a Stye 

He fees 'tis Inigo's with half an Eye. 5 
| | The 
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4 CONVERSATION, 

The Mountain Manfron-Houſe' enormous Pile 

Seems hiobly finiſÞ'd in V. itruvius Style ; 

While W albroke's Church, unleſs its Name be known, 


To hbim's an awkward Heap of Lime and Stone 


Shew him a Pi&ure, and you will be ſure 

To hear of Raphael, Reuben, Cirar-Onscunn; 
Titian's ſoft Tints, and Guido's graceful Lines, 

He traces in the Daub of common Signs, 

Whilſt to the Mafter-Strokes of Genius blind, 
Faults with the Paul of Mortimer he'll find; 
Where, while to Druids Goſpel-Truths he'd teach, 
You /ze him live, and almoft hear him preach.— 
He cannot give to Maturès Self her Due, 

He's ſo ſophiſticated by 7ir. 

Shew him ſome living Beauty, whoſe Excels 


Of Charms might tempt a Seraph to tranſgreſs, 


Were it were dou nright rudeneſs to be chaſte, 
And bluſhing Modeſty mere want of Faſte, 
The Virtugſo, full of Critic Doubt, 


His Compaſs draws to find her Beauty out, 
Gravely 
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Gravely applies it to the Lady's Toes, 
Then cries, © She wants the Mepiczan Ve. 
"Tis Poiſon to mine Ear—ſuch vile Pretence 
To Tafte refin'd, without plain Common Senſe. 


| When from the World, and ey'ry biting Care, 
To ſome convivial Tavern I repair, 

With choſen Friends to lau gh the Hours away, 
And loſe at Night the Troubles of the Day ; 
You of the ſallen Spirit! come not near, 

Nor with your Melancholy damp our Cheer— 
Thou Man of Politics | elſewhere to fret,— 
Hence with thy trump'ry Nonſenſe of Gazette, 
Memorials, Proclamations, and Couriers, 

| Envoys, Expreſſes, Plenipo's, and Peers, 

Pack up thy Paper-Lumber—anJ depart— 

We Mature love, and Thou the Harlot, Art. 
Ye Lawyers! when to Tavern-BaR ye roam, 


Leave good Lord Coke to take a Nap at Home— 
— @ And. 
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30 CONVERSATION. 


And ye Divines / ſo orthodox and wile | 

(Suffer for once a Curate to adviſe) 
If to the Dx VII you repair till Ter, r 
Remember you're not Doc roxs gere, but Mes; I I 
And, tho' your holy Function be to zeach, 

Tis gainſt the Runrer Her your Hine to preach z 
Bacchus will excommunicate you all. 
If you will cant, when you a Toaſt ſhould call; 


: Keep—keep your Gravity till Sunday come, 


Nor always beat th ecclefiaſtic SIrin3:4% will 2dr lo ro! 
Ev'n as your Gomm your Sanity Il decay 
Neither were meant for wearing ev ry Day | 
Put on the Face of Chearfulne/s, and leann 
To laugh as nuch, tho not ſo well as Sterne. L/ 
Thou Fool of Bus'neſs too! we well can ſpare 

That purſed Brow, Down-look, and plodding Air, 

Thy Abſence is a Blefling—Szocks and Scrip 

Will throw gay Poverty into the Hip ; 

To Greſbam's buſy Acre with them—there ' 


They beſt will flouriſh, tis their native Air— 


On 
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On other Funds we'd trade—for mental Bales— : 
While Humour's laughing Breezes fill our Sails ; 
Briſk Gales of Wit on purple Seas of Wine, 
Should to us waft Apollo and the Mine. 

Ideal Worlds of INxT ELLE we'd roam, 

To bring the golden Fleece of Learning home; 
The Fleece of Learning having drank its Fill, 
Its claſſic Nectar freely would diſtill : 

From the Charybdis of Diſpute we'd ſteer, 

And keep from Contradiction's Scylla clear; 
The pointed Rocks of Capriou/ne/s would ſhun, 
Nor on the Shoals of Contumacy run ; = 
Tempeſts may riſe, but cannot overwhelm 


The Crew, that fails with NaTuxe at the Helm. 
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